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To Miss Emma C.Thursby. 



THE BEATING OF MY OWN HEART. 



Words by 
R. MONCKTOX MILNE S. 



Music by 
HOMER N. BARTLETT, Op. 43. 



Andante espressivo. 
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could not hear the brook How,. The noits - y wheel was stffl There 
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was no burr of grass-hopper. No chirp of a- u,y bird, But the beat- ins; of my 
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own heart, The beat-ing of my own heart Was all the sound I heard 
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wateh'd the long, long shade, And as it grew still Ion - g e p , I 
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did not feel a - fraxd { For 1 Us -tend for a foot- fall, I lis- tend for a 
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word. But the beating of my own heart tVas all the sound I heard; For I 
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listened for a foot - fall ,1 lis - teu'd for a word. But the beating of my 
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came not,. The night came on a - lone, The lit - tie stars sat 
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one by one. Each on his gold - en throne; The eve - nina; wind pass'd 
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eve •- nuig wind pass d by 



my cheek. The leaves a -bore were 
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*"" i-H-J : But the beat- ing 



of my own lieart Was all the sound I 
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heard. But the beat- lug: of my own heart "Was all the sound I beard. 
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V Fast si, lent tears were flow- tug, When something stood be-hind, A 




j^H^= p p ri j 



IE 



r- 



«r f f i - 1 U m 



hand was on my shotil-der, I knew its touch was kind, It 




drew me near and near - er, We lid not speak one word. For the 
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hearts was all the sound we heard , 
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